EPILOGUE

for peace, for the peace of the world? Have I once Raised my voice to
say that peace is not the security of the ostrich for a legislative session,
nor even the illusory prosperity of a nation, but that there was no peace
for mankind if one man on earth were menaced, no prosperity on earth
if one man were dying of hunger, no happiness on earth if one single
man could not bring up his children?"

He thought of Abyssinia, of Manchuria, of Indian famines, of Spain,
of Austria, of Czechoslovakia, of all that he had accepted, allowed to
happen, confirmed, approved.

And he had to recognize that it was the very means he had used for
the acquisition of power, and the men from whom he had received it,
and with whom he had shared it, that had prevented his using it for
the good of the world.

"Have we in our speeches, my friends and I, repeated often enough
that if a new war broke out it would be the ruin of civilization? Well,
it's here, it's happened. Lights have gone out tonight that will never
be lit again. And this mask, this mask? Does it even work?"

Seized with a belated, ridiculous scruple, he crossed the flat, mask
in hand, and went to the kitchen,

" If I could be certain of having at least signed one useful order, taken
one measure that can protect human lives, I should be less disgusted
with myself. Did I ask myself if bribes had been distributed or undue
influence brought to bear in the selection of this model, in the choice
of the factories to make it?"

He put the mask on again, made sure that the rubber was properly
adjusted over his cheeks, turned on the taps of the gas stove and leaned
over them. He waited two, three, four minutes.

"It would be very funny," he thought, "if the former Minister for
War died while trying out his gas-mask. The last sign of a professional
conscience."

But it was all right, the mask worked perfectly. There was no smell,
it was completely gas-proof.

"Good God, I certainly suffocate in the thing though! I couldn't
bear it for more than an hour. I should die of apoplexy. Not that it
makes much difference whether it's that or something else."

He turned the taps off and removed the mask for the second time.
The gas had spread through the room. He took a deep breath of it, of
its sweet, poisonous odour, and instinctively ran to open the window.
"Oh yes, I must be careful of the light." he switched the light off.

"Why did I open the window?" he wondered. "I had started well
I should have gone on. It's not as difficult as all that. What more have
I got to hope for from life? Fve had everything there is to have along
the path I chose. It could only end here."

Here* that was to say on the wooden chair, in this dark kitchen
between the saucepans, the enamelled stove, the brightly painted dresser
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